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smelling alleys that led tortuously to the sun-flecked water.
But the noise on his left was growing, insistent and dangerous.
He stopped to listen, and did not like what he heard. He
questioned the few people that hurried through the half-
deserted streets and peered at him from shaded doorways.
They could not or would not answer. Only an old woman,
selling apples at the corner, mumbled that they'd never get
through; that there was going to be no end of a fox-hunt in
Great New Street; that she'd seen 'em last night, carrying
paving-stones up on to the roofs; inches thick they were,
enough to smash a man to pieces, even through a coach-top,
falling that height from the roofs. "Soldiers?" she said in
answer to the General's interruption. ''There's no soldiers this
side of the Parliament House. They've put no soldiers in that
street there."

Skjoldebrand turned left and walked more quickly, ran
almost, as the uproar ahead grew more alanning. If there were
no troops lining the Stor Nygata, surely Fersen could have
called out to the aides-de-camp, demanded the half squadron of
hussars to ride beside his coach instead of beribboned flunkeys.
Mobs were afraid of cavalry, afraid of flashing swords. It was
easy to cut one's way through, if only with the flat of the blade,
leaving no wounds, no bothersome Enquiries and recrimina-
tions. Then he remembered those paving-stones, and broke
into a run. In a few minutes he had forced his way through the
overflow of the crowd in the side-streets and emerged panting
into the Stor Nygata.

It was blocked with chattering, muttering, gesticulating
humanity. There was no pathway down the middle of it, no
avenue for a procession. Far ahead, like a tufted island in the
stream, the half-squadron of Mornerska Hussars sat idly on theix
fidgeting steeds. The other half-squadron, the hearse and the
carriages that had followed it, seemed scuttled at the river-
mouth and had hardly made their way into the long, narrow
street. The State-Marshal's coach, wrecked beyond re-
cognition, its roof gaping and its sides in splinters, stood for-
lornly beneath the shadows of the Huguenot Church, where the
surge of men seemed thickest. Of State-Marshal Fersen him-
self, Skjoldebrand could see no sign.